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of life as a group of sowars rushed in among them.
Ramdeen gave a loud cry, with a look of terror over
his shoulder, and leaving the stirrup leather, dis-
appeared. I followed the direction of his glance, and
saw a black-bearded scoundrel, ahead of three sowars,
who was coming right at me. Just at that moment a
poor wretch of a camel driver, leading his beast by the
nose-string, rushed right across me, and seeing the
sowar so close darted under his camel's belly. Quick
as thought the sowar reined his horse right round the
other side of the camel, and as the man rose, I saw the
flash of the tulwar falling on his head like a stroke of
lightning. It cleft through both^ his hands, which he
had crossed on his head, and with a feeble gurgle of
1 Ram! Ram!' the camel-driver fell close beside me
with his skull split to the nose. I felt my time was
come. My naked heels could make no impression on
the panting horse. I saw, indeed, a cloud of dust, and
a body of men advancing from the road; but just at
that moment a pain so keen shot through my head that
my eyes flashed fire. My senses did not leave me; I
knew quite well I was cut down, and put my hand up
to my nead, but there was no blood; for a moment a
pleasant dream of home came across me; I thought I
was in the hunting-field, that the heart of the pack was
all around me; but I could not hold on my horse; my
eyes swam, and I remember no more than that I had,
as it were, a delicious plunge into a deep cool lake, in
which I sank deep and deep, till the gurgling waters
rushed into my^ lungs and stifled me.

" On recovering my senses I found myself in a dooly
by the roadside, but I thought what had passed was a
dream. I had been for a long time insensible. I tried
to speak, but my mouth was full of blood. Then I was
seized with violent spasms in the lungs, from which
for more than an hour I coughed up quantities of
mucus and blood; my head felt like a ball of molten
lead It is only from others I gathered whit happened
this day, for my own recollections after the charge of
the cavalry are more vague than those of a sick man's
night visions. I can remember a long halt in the dooly,
amidst an immense multitude of ammunition camels,
sick and wounded soldiers, and camp-followers. I